THOMAS  HARDY

and conventionally " poetical" speech; but into
a language peculiar to himself. He would very
likely have fastened on that one Latin word
" minutiae/' and decided to use it as a rhyme;
then he would have rhymed it to some peculiar
word of his own invention like (this he has used)
" unbe." There has been discussion lately about
an abominable (and to me new) word, " pejora-
tive/' which has engaged the attention of the
B.B.C. Hardy is the one good poet on record
who would have been pleased to use that word
in a lyric about love, death or the skylark. One
can quite imagine him opening some poignant
retrospect with:

I gazed at life and mused awhile
On its process pejorative.

He loaded his verse with ungainly words and

cumbersome locutions that were seldom present

n his prose ; the remarkable thing is that if one

;urrendered to his voice and his thought, one did

lot mind them, one even liked them.   He could

ligest cacophony into music, just as he could, by

he force of his sincerity and his feeling, strip the

nost commonplace and even comic things of

heir ordinary associations and weave them into

, web of musical reflection that brought tears to

he   eyes.   He   was   completely   natural   and

perennially imaginative.   The nightingale and

hie barndoor fowl lived in one yard for him;

e could juxtapose in one plangent verse an old

>xis-ticket and Helen of Troy.

This is but a slight tribute to a very great
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